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The Speakers. c 


outh. Time. 
The Dewil, >IDeath. 


CW iſdome. The Soul. 
The Nuncings. 


The Argument. 


r.Scene. FT He firit Scene ſbews, how Youth with ſelf conſults, 
And, from depraved Nature, what reſults. 


2.Sc. How Satan __ Bait, and deadly Snare 
To Touthful Luft, the next Scene doth declare. 


3.Sc., The third, how Wiſdom labours for to win 
To Paths of life, from the enſnaring Gin ; 
And anſwers what objedions do ariſe, 
Scaling thofe works, where Youth inskonced lies. 


\ 4.Sc. What great Convi@ions hereupon poſſeſs | 
The Young-man's Sox, the fourth Scene doth expreſs. 


5.Sc. . How they wear off, and how he hardned grows, 
By freſh Satanick, Wiles, the fifth Scene ſhowes, 


6.5c. Fl loting in Mirth, Swelling with Scoffing pride. 
The fexth Scene doth the finful Youth deſcribe. 


7,3,9.Sc. In the three next, ſwift Time, and meager Death, 
Periods his days, and ſpoileth all bis mirth, 


10.Sc., Within the tenth doth his Tormented Soul, 
Slighted advice, and miſ-ſpent Tims condole, 


. 11.ScC. With offers of rich Grace and ſwcet Repoſe 
Onto the livine, doth the laſt Scene cloſe. 
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Youths Tragedie , 
POEM: 


Drawn up 


By way of Dialogue for the Caution and DireGi- 
on of the Younger Sort. 


\. The Prologue. 


If thou art ſerious, then attend, and ſee, 

If not, yet ſtay, that thou mai$t 7 "3 be. 

And whil'ſt thou view'$t, conſider that thou art 

No bare ſpeGator, but doſt act a part. 

And as thou ſhalt within theſe Scenes engage, 

| So muſt thou fare, when Time pulls down the fage- 
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Touth. © 


Ow pleaſant is it, when the Sun diſplays, [Scene 
From Aries's Golden Fleece, his Golden Rays? 
y How do the Creatures triumph for to ſee, 
Imprilon'd Nature ſet at libertic ? 
| How doth the Earth rejoyce, that ſhe is ſeen 
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2 Youths Tragedy. 

Verna now wakens Flora from her bed, 

And being up, adorns her lovely head. 

Sweet Flora ſmiles, to (ee her (elf ſo fair, 
And comes abread for to pertume the Air. 
Aurora mancled: with the beamsof light 
Farly ſcrs forth to chaie away the night. 
Pheubus ſoon rouzerh, from the Ocean ſtreams, 
To influence our World with fruictul beams : 
And as with Glory, he the Heaven i{preads, 


Theewinkling Lamps outſhin d, withdraw their heads, 


The Heavens are pleaſant darkſom Clouds do flie, 
And give a Proſpe& of an Azurd Skie ; 

From Dewie turf the towring Lark aſcends, 

And with choice Layes, upon the Morn attends. 
The pretty, winged Quire, from their ſweet throats 
Fill every place with their Melodious Notes. 

And what is Tonth ? but like another Spring, 
And therefore Young man, now rejoyce and fing. 
Diſcharge fad thoughts, follow thy Recreation, 
Whilſt tharthy Blood hath a free circulation. 
Let Old Barzillajies now refuſe the Court, 

Thy nimble parts adapted are for (port : 


Let thy heart chear thee, and now chuſc delight, 


According as thine Fye hall thee invite. 


The Dewil and Youth. 


Devil. Bravely reſolv'd, give up thy ſtrergth, and | 
To pleaſe thy ſelf, and all chings ſhall be thine. (tine, 


Go 
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Go view from Southern to the Artick Pole, 
The glory over which the Heavens do role, 
And make thy choice ; when done, put forth thy hand 
And pleaſe thy {elt, ic's all at thy command. 
Riches ſhall at chy Feet full Bags fling Cown, 
And give a Golden Chain, and Scarlet Gown : 
Honour will quickly court thee, and ſhall fer 
Upon thy Head, a Golden Coronet : - 
Phaſvure thall ftrow thy paths with Fragrant Flowers, 
And Solace thee within her Shady Bowers ; 
Only this word of Counſe], muſt thee guide, 
Trouble thy Head with nothingelſe befide. 

Youth, Fle take thy Counlel, Conſcience now adicu, 


3 


Ifee I ſhall have little necd of you : 


lamreſolv'd to ſuffer no controu], 
But to purſue theſe things with all my Soul. 


Wiſdom and Youth. 


Wiſdom. Purſue with all thy Soul, nay fond Youth 
And view the Lie,thats lodg'd in thy right hand :(ſtand, 
He that theſe great things to thee doth propoſe, 

Is free to promiſe what he cann't dilpole , 
Neither canſt thou acquire, with all thy haſte, 
Far leſſer things, it God endeavours blaſt. 
But grant thou-had'ſt what's promigd, yer ehy mind 
Inſtcad of Foy, would but Vexation find : 
Jalarg'd defires, will keep thee from Content, 
And what cant ſatizfie, will but Torment, 
B nt 
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But could the World compleat Fay to thee bring, 
Yet at the beſt, it's but a franſienc thing : | 
Theſe IWorldly things which thou enjoy'lt to day, | 
To morrow may take. Wings, and fly away. 
Thy Sout's Immortal, look what doth agree | 
Unto its Nature, that muſt Satiate thee 
There's noughtbut the great Fountain Good that will 
Suit with thy Soxl, and thy vaſt Spirit fill. 
Come then, and tread thole paths that will-chee _ | 
Unto the everlaſting flowing Spring 
Of pure, unmixed, intelleQual Foyes ; 
Why ſhould'ſt thou cheat thy (elf with empty Toyes. 

Youth. The way is Long, and Thorny thac doth lead 
Unto theſe Foyes, and thole that do it tread, 


; Water their Steps with Tears, and break cheir Reſt 


With thoſe fad Sighs and Groans which fill their Breaſt. 
I/ormwood, and Gall, on cach fide of it grow, 

Croſſes, and Fears, this dolorous way do ſtrow, 

And all along this Path yon may eſpic, 

Here tcatred a right Hand, there a right Eye, 

Here a dear Luft, there a dead Comtort lies, 

By Self-denial made a Sacrifice ; 

And on the Hills do fired Beacons flame, 

Which round about, invading Foes proclaim : 

To whom l cither muſt become a Prey, 

Or through their Hoſtile Troops muſt fight my way. | | 
Pardon me then, if that I do refuſe, 
Such Doleful Wayes of Trouble, for to chuſe. 


Wiſdom. 


Youths Tragedy. & 

IWiſdom. Though at the firſt,this Jay may ſeem to b 
A Thorne, Rough, Unpleaſant Path to thee, - 
Yet do but try it, what at firſt ſeems hard, 
Willeafie prove unto thee afterward. 
For when thy heart, ſhall be enlarg'd with love, 
Unto thoſe glorious things which are above ; 
Then wilt thou run theſe ways with great delight, 
For in them there is ſtrength ro the upright. 

Ler not thoſe Tears affrighe thee that arc ſpent 
The future Floods of ſorrow to prevent : 
No Wine fo precious, as what doth ariſe, 
From the ſweet ſprings of penitential eyes ; 
No frame like this, where comfort doth (o thriv ec, 
For God the contrite Spirit doth revive. 

Nor let it daunt thee, that thou muſt deny 
Thy Touthfut Lu$ts, and dear felt Mortifze -; 
The bleſſed end is, that thou may ſt DeFfroy 
Thoſe Snccors that would hinder thy true Foy, 
And whil'ſt thou conflicts thus, and giv'ſt the Fozl, 
Thou ſing with thoſe that do divide the Spo1l. 
Let not the Croſs difmay thee, God will fit 
It to thy Back, or thy Back unto it. 
And what attliftion, he doth to thee meaſure, 
It's for thy profit, and not for his pleaſure, 
That with more even ſteps thy Soul may preſs, 
Forward unto its final happineſs. 

Fear not to Fight, the Conqueſt ſhall be ſure, 
To him that doth unto the End endure; 
For 
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For by a Hand of Strength, he ſhall be led 

Upon the Necks of all his Foes to tread: 

And on a Throne of Glory ſhall fic down 

With ſongs of Praiſe, and a triumphant Crown. 

Call not theſe Paths then Doleſom, Youngman ceale, 

All Wiſdom Ways are Plea, antneſs and Peace. 

Whilſt a good Conſcience lodgeth in thy Breaſt, 

Thou nced'ſt not doubt of a continual Feaſt, 

Ack thole that follow Wiſdom, and they | lay, 

They tced on hidden Manna in their way : 


- By aQtts of Faith, and Lowe they now polle(s 
| That inward Sweetneſs, which they cann't expreſs. 


Strong Conſolations here do fill their Cup, 
Whil-{t with eternal Lowe their Souls do Sup. 

Youth. T underſtand not how theſe Foys commence, 
Youth muſt have ſomething that may pleaſe the ſenſe ; 
Therefore forbear until thou offer'ſt that, 
wW =_ may be ſuited ro my preſent State. 

Wiſdom. Fond Tonth, thou know ſt not what is true 
Ic's not, co pleaſe the ſenſual Apperite : (delight, 
This will debaſe thy Nature, and the Fruzt 
Will be to lay thee level with the Bruit. 
That which ennobles, and doth truly raiſe, 
Are Viſtons of thole Beams which God dilplays, 
From his tweet reconciled Face, which make 
The Soul of I1s,blefs'd Nature to partake. 

Youth. Theſe are bat darkſom Riddles, canting ftreins, 

Ficred co ſuic with Melancholy Veins : 


What 


at 


| Thou ſhew'ſt what Rancor in thy Nature Reigns ; 


' Honour and Riches her left hand enfolds, 

| Andinher right hand length of days ſhe holds; * 
| Which ſhe gives forth to them that do her love, 

| Sofar as they may real bleſſings prove : 


' It will prove to thee Vanity, nay, worle. 


| Tomake it Mercy, muſt give forth che Mealure ; 


| And uſe thoſe good things as ſhe doth command. 


Why do fo few unto her paths repair ? 
' And thoſe from thatched Roof, and Fiſhers boat, 
| Why not the Wile, the Great, and men of Note ? 
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What canſt thou offer now unto my Eye, 
That will the Glory of this World outvie ? 

Wiſdom. Whilſt thou a darkſom Riddle this doſt call, 
Thou ſhow'ſt thy woful Darkneſs ſince the fall, 
For though an inſtin@ ſtill remains to Bliſs, 
Yet wanteſt Light co guide thee where it 1s. 
And whil {t thou connts my words as canting Streins, 


Which is fo far invelop'd in dark night, 

As that like Death it hates the beams of Light. 
But will the good things of this world content ? 

Then view what Wiſdom doth of this preſent : 


% 


If what thou haſt be mixed with a curſe, 

That hand of Mercy that gives forth the Treaſure, 
That hand muſt guide thee how it muſt be us'd ; 
Mercies prove Judgments when they are abus'd. 


Take all thy good things then from /7i/doms hand, 


Youth. It Wiſdom's ways ſo cligible are, | 
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Such as the bright Celeſtial bodies meaſure, 
And thcir vaſt diſtances, can tell ar Plealure, 
That know |the Motivn of the Heavenly Sphears, 
And how the wandring Planets, in them Stears; 
When they progreſſive are, and when they ſtray, 
Why do they not diſcover this lame way ? 

The mighty Agoniſt that ſpends his days 


In great Atchievements, for a wreath of Bays, 


That courts forth Danger, 4or to raiſe Renown, 
Why don't he ſtrive,tor the Immortal Crown ? 
The Rich man, that from Mountains of thick clay 
Doth take a proſpeR, jointly tor to lay 
Houles and Lands, great Lordſhips for to rear, 
Why do not ſuch men, make a purchale here? 
The high born Noble, whoſe vaſt thought alpires, 
To riſe m honour to the twinkling Fires 3 
Whoſe Grandeur wants more Worlds to make him 
Why ſeeks he not this World that 15 to come? (room, 
Wiſd. If Wiſdom's followers, with the World's thou 
Ic is acknowledg'd then, they are but few, ( view, 
For moſt with preſent ſenſual things converſe, 
And in their droſly Luſts, their fouls immerle. 
Yet if thou wilt but view -in ſacred ſtory, 
The Multitudes before the Throne of Glory, 
Cloathd with white Robes, more ſplendid than the 
T hat fromthe blazing Sun, at mid-day ſtreams, (Beams, 
Whole blefled hands, ſuch conquering Trophies bear, 


That 
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That on the Paradiſian Banks repoſe, 
Where living ſtreams of Pleaſure always flows, 
Baking their ſouls, in thoſe Immortal Rayes, 
| Which Everlaſting Glory, there diſplays, 
! Thou't find their number (o far to ariſe, 
As no man's able to Arithmetize : 
Thoſe Saints that with Seraphick Angels join, 
' In Heavenly confort with their tunes Divine, 
| Toſing torth that ſame great Doxology, 
| They are in number nigh Infinitie. 
And that the poor, the Goſpel do receive, 
Ie ſhews his greatneſs, whom they do believe; 
He that of nothing Heaven and Earth did raiſe, 
From things that are not, ſtill creates his paiſe; 
| Andasin Power, fo is he great in Grace, 
Thar doth the mean deſpiſed ones embrace. 
Whil'ſt men of note, through pride are apt to ſtray, 
Thinking themlelves too grear, for Wiſdowrs Way: 
| But as the Mountains, whoſ: high heads do ſhove 
, | Unto the Lofty Clouds, dy barren prove, 
{ VVhilſt the Low Valleys and ftream war'red Fields, 
| Their Loaded Crops, and fruicful burdens yield, 
| So with the Great, and Proud ones, doth it fare, 
V Vhom God reſiſts, whilſt Low ones bleffed are; 
s | That all the Glory might to him redound, 
s [That doth by weak things, Mighty things confound, 
Yet ſome for Honour, V Viidom, Power. tam'd. 


Bothin Divine, and humane records nam'd, 
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For Birth, and Wealth, for Arts, and Arms renoun'd, 
Have in the trat of Wiſdoms ways been found; 

W hoſe raiſed Spirits, there did find, and know, 

They had im truth, what once was but in ſhow. 

Would'ſt thou be Noble ? WV iſdoms ways then love, 
They nobleſt are, whoſe birth is from above ; 

Who for their Creſt, a Crown of Glory bear, 
Upon a hcad, that doth to Heaven rear. 

Would'ſt thou be Wiſe ? there's none ſo wile as thoſe 
That with the great, and chictcſt Good, do cloſe ; 
That skiltully upon thoſe means attend, 

Thatdo dire& rheir fouls uato that end. 

Would'ſt thou be Great? no Princes greater are 

Than thoſe that wreſtle and prevail in Pray'r ; 

That conquer ſelf,, and overcome in Fight 

The Principaliciesand Powers of Might. 

They mightier are that over Luſt prevail, Th 
Than thofe that do the ſtrongeſt Cities fcale. ( path, 

Would'ſt thou be Rich? then come and tread this | 
No Souls are Richer than the Rich in Faith : | 
Whole Jarge Revenew take it thus in Sam, 

All good things preſent, all great things to come, 

Fonth. | Lady, excuſe me till another day, 
There's time enough hereafter for this way ; 
Lct me my youthful daies pleaſe in their choice, 
And then 11! promile toobey thy Voree , 
VVhen Age hath quencht within this Juſtful fire; 
And ſhall in private weary limbs rctice ; 
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This will a (caſon be to bend my mind, 
Unto thole ways where I may, Wiſdom find. 
Wiſd. Vain Youth, vain Touth, hereafter is not thine, 
He that hath now no heart, may have no time. 
That Captain which to day doth terms afford, 
May ſtorm to morrow, and pur all to'th' Sword ; 
And he that this day will not ſpread his ſayl, 
To morrow, it /he would, may find no gale: 
. | Or hethat gives Grace to the penitent, 
May not Repentance give to th' negligent. 
Bur wilt thou in old Age theſe ways embrace ? 
Are weary limbs fit for to run a race ? 
And when the day is ready to ſhut in, 
| Ts char a time this Great work to begin ? 
Shall Satan be preſented with the prime, 
And IWiſdom only have the Dregs of Time ? 
- ,/ Shall Strength and Vigour, be at his command ? 
hk, | At hers, a"Crazy head, and Palſey hand? 
is | Wilt thou keep back'the found from hallow'd flame, 
' And for oblation bring the blind and lame ? 
Po'ſt think it fit thy Maker ſhould accept, 
That which with (corn, thy Ruler would rejed ? 
In depth of Winter, when the Heavens are ſpred 
Witha black Vail, andall lights darkened ; 
When Clouds do thick return after the rain, 
And their repeated ſhowers pour down amain ; 
When that Tempeſtuous Storms beat round about, 
Is this the only Seaſon to ſer ont ? 
his | | Surely, 
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| Surely, tt (erious, this thou wilt not 1ay , 
| V Vhy is 1t then, vain Youth, thou would'ſt delay ? 
Ol chat there were within thee once a heart, 
From all the ways of Folly to depart! 
Thoſe . gaudy things with which ſhe takes thine eye, ! 
Thou wilt be ſure to find; but Vanity. 
Youth. The Wif, eman,though he laid ſo, yet would try 
Before he did believe it; fo will I. | 
Il /iſdom. But having. try'dit, he hath fax'd a Buoy, 

That others might not here them(e] ves deſtroy. 

His own Experience he hangs out for light, | 
That thon may 'ſt {ee to ſteer thy way aright ; | 
He ſets a mark upon this dangerous ſhoal, | 
That upon it thou mightit not wrack thy Sou]. 1 | 
By Cautions, V Varnings, Tears, and ſad Remorſe, { | 
He ſhews the Ha: zard of this woful courle. | 
If afterallthis; when that thou haſt ſeen 

Thoſe tops of Mais where fad Shipwrack hath been, 
_ Yet thou will venture fooliſhly to ſtray, 
' Though he was (par d, thou maiſt be caſt away. | 
Bart ſhould'ſt thou ſpared be, it hard would prove, | 
Faſt rooted habits ever to remove :+ | 
For like the Leopards (pots, and Negros skin, | | 
4 So Cuſtom 1;156498 ina way of in. 

| ay: Vell, trouble me no more, I muſt fulfill 
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Thole ſtrong propentions that are in my I/il/. | : 

| | IWi{d. And wile thou ruſh, vain Tonth, without all fear, | 
{i Like to rhe Horte, upon the charged Spcar ? 
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Youths Tragedy. 13 
| Is Lite a Trifle ? Is a Future ſtate 
Not worth the caring for ? and wilt thou hate 
| Thy precious Soul ? wilt thou inhumane be 
| Unto thy lelf? oh, wretched Crueltie | 
VVile thon the way of Folly now purlue , 
And tuen thy back on VViſdom > then adicu. 
But letme te]] thee, that another day 
Her paththow'le find, like the Strange Womans way, 
VVho cometh forth with Smiles, in rich attire, 
And with her kiſſes Toutbful Luft doth fire: 
| Ia hercurl'd Treſles Lethal Nets do lie, 
| And from her Eye-lids killing Darts do fly; 
| Between her breaſts ſurprizing Snares abide, 
' Under her Beauty Deadly Vipers hide. 
| VVith honey ſtrains her ſubtile lips do courr 
| The Simple one, to her deſtrucive ſport ; 
| VVith ſpeeches ſmoother than the fineſt Oy, 
| She doth betray into her fatal Toy/. 
By wanton, amorous glances, ſhe a[lures, 
| And with embracing arms her prey ſecures. 
| Thus by her flattering ways the Capives led, 
| VVichour all tear, to her perfumed bed , 
Not thinking that her wotul Gueſts do dwell 
' VVithin Death's chambers, and the.vaults of H---. 
| But-when a ſtranger's filled with his wealth, 
.} And when he hath conſumed all his health, 
| When that his Honor, and his Labour lics 
| Within her houſe, aflaughtet'd Sacrifice, 
| When 
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 VVhen Rottenneſs enters into his bones, 

And fills his fleſh with pain; bis breaſt with groans 3 
How doth he deeply now refletupon 

Thole years, he' gave unto the cruel one ! 

How doth' he find that burning Coals he plac'd 

V Vithin his boſome, whilſt he her embrac'd ! 
How doth |he now from his Experience cry, 

He like a Bird, unto the Snare did fly ! 

And whibſt unto her way his ſteps he bent, 

He, like an Ox unto the laughter went; | 
And that fame pleaſure which he did fo like, | 
Now, asa dart, doth through his Liver ſtrike. | 
This is the way of Folly, this the end, 

Her Feet to Death, her ſteps to Hell do tend. (plide 
Like to thoſe ſtreams which through green Meadows | 
Till in the Dead Sea they at laſt do (lide ; 
So runs her Courſe ; through Pleaſure though it take, | 
Ic ends in Judgment, and a fiery Lake. 

Young Man, farewel, oh, mind thy future ſtate, 

Take Counſel now, before it be too late. | 
Oh now remember thoſe invited Gueſts, ; 
Thar being call'd lighted che Marriage Feaſt : = f 
But for {ſo great contempt did dearly pay ; F 
VVhere Mercy could not gain, there Wrath did ſlay. {; 


YOUTH. 


vV hat ſtrange Impreſſions do my Spirits feel ? It 
How do my former Reſolutions reel ? 3d 


VVhar . 
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\\ hat ſrrange Conwnlſions ſeize upon my Mind > 


| What inward quick Diftortions do | find ? 


How do my Thoughts prels forth on every ſide; 
Andin two great Battalia's do divide ; 

Aitlaulting each the other with great Force, 
Sometimes L15t gatning Ground, ſometimes Remorſe : 
With armed troops, ;the Senſual Appetite 

Doth beat down all before it in the Fight, 


| | Till Conſcience with freſh ſuccours doth oppole, 


le 
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| And, by ſtrong hand, her Forces overthrows. 
| AfﬀeStions lee it, and do haſte to brin 
| Reliet and Succour to the broken Wing : 


And {o with furious rage, they down do fell 


All thattheir fierce Impreſſrons would repe!] ; / 
| The Will well backed with the chiefeſt flower 
| Of Veteran Soldiers, with a mighty power 

' Doth on the Grols of the Battalia fall, 


And queſtions not bur for'to carry all. 


. | And now the Fudgment with its utmoſt might 


ha 


| : And ſhews the danger, if Ido delay. 
| : C 


| Makes ſtrong reliſtance, and prevents a flight ; 


And with brave Conrage, and repeated blows, 


| Reprefleth the great fury of her Foes. 
And whilſt they thus engage wich Warlik@ hands, 
| Victoria now between them doubtful fands. 


This is the War that gives my Mind no reſt, 
My Judgment tells me Wiſdoms wayesare beſt : 
My Conſcience checks me that I don't obey, 


— 
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My Will, and my AfﬀeS&tions do oppolc, - | 
And would with Senſual pleaſures have me clole : | 
Thus in fad Fears and Cares my thoughts do roul, | 
Whilſt that I have theſe workings in my Soul. = 
What I ſhall do, I know not ; this 1 find, | 
Thar ſtrong Conwicions do aſſaule my Mind. 


The Devil, Toxtb, and the Nuncivs. 


Dewil. outh, Whats the matter, wilt thou quitthe 
'Andto a Melancholy Fancy yield ? (field, 
Wilt thou expoſe thy ſelt to taunting Fears, | 

| 
| 
| 


Whilſt thus thou load ſt thy breaſt with needleſs fears? 
Go fill. thy hand, and head with thoſe affairs, | 
That this World party for, and fo choak thele carcs : 


Or take thy Paftime at ſome pleaſant Play, 
And with thoſe ſtreins of Wit drive Fear away: * {| p 
Wich Srenes and Objetts go and feaſt thine Eyes, '\ 
And glut thy Lufts with great Varietics. t 
Or, to thy old Companions ſtraight reſort, ' | k 
And (o divert thy (elf with Youthful Sport. — F 
Go pierce the choiceſt Liquors, and drink down | A 
Full draughts thereof, till thou theſe Troubles drown: | A 
Or joyn thy ſelf unto the Jovial Blades, ly 
Who hunt forth Pleaſures, in their Mackaradegs. 'B 
Let thoſe Croſs-workings that thy Soul doth meet, d 
Be proſtrate laid at ſome fair Ladies feet. | ky 
Why ſhould thy day be ſtained with a Cloud, | FI 


Andall chy comforts under Darkneſs ſhroud ? a, 
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Nun. The _ man liſtens firſt, and then reyolves 


| The Pleaſure offer'd, and ar laſt refolyes 
| To make atrial, thus his feet are led 
! Into thoſe Paths that windunto the dead. 
| Like unto him, that views the ſparkling Wine 
'. That doth in Crimſon Robe through Cryſtal ſhine, 
' And is delighted, whilſt he doth ſurvey * 
Its Jocund Spzrits, on the top to play ; 
© | Until at length, ſeduced by his look, 
l, | He baiteth tor himſelf a deadly hook, | 
| And ſwallows down that which at laſt doth bring 
xe | The Serpents biting teeth, and Adders ſting ; 
| So whilſt the Young man wich Temptation plays, 
' And on Gilt out-fides wantonly doth gaze, 
| Hein the Paths of Folly ſoon doth ſtray, 
' And to Satanick IWiles, becomes a prey, 
| Who forward ſtill, his Captive doth ingage, 
Hur'ing him though , many a dirty Stage : 
| For whilſt in Pleaſure, he his Soul doth drench, 
| All his ConviGtons he at laſt doth quench, 
' And like the Dog that doth by ch' Anvil lie, 
N- | About whoſe ears, hot ſparks from loud blows flic. 
Which at the firſt, he could no way endure, 
| But now by uſe he comes to ſleep lechre ; 
' So ſleeps this Touth, the Terrour once in tin 
| Being extinguiſh'd, through a courfe therein. 
' And fo bis Heart grows hard, his Conſcience ſear ; 
' And now he mocks at that whick once he tear'd ; 
An, of Si From 
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| From frequent A&s, he comes for' to Dewiſe 
1% That againſt which, at firſt, his heart did riſe. | 
C He that will venture on a way of lin, 
7 || Many a dreadful ſtep may take therein. ) 
His Time it is but ſhort, -tor you may (ec | 
In the next Scenes his ſad Cataſtrephe. 


F | | Touth. 


 Scer.6, Touth. How dol nowin Pleaſures boſom reſt, | 
Whil'ſt Checks and Fears are baniſh'd from my breaſt! | 
Thoſe Menaces that on my Thoughts did throng, | 
I have repulsd ; the threat'ned man lives long ; 

Is notthis better than to whine away, 

With penſive, pewling Mopes, my plealanc day ? 

How joytul is it now unto my fight, . 

To ſee my ſelf adrift in all delight ? 

Andas this is a day of mirth to me, 

So ſhall ro morrow more abundant be. 


Nuncius. 


SCON.7. Nun. $0 Fooliſh and fo Vain a thing 15 Man, | 
Whoſe Toyes are Bubbles, and whole Lite s a Span ; 

Yet for t9 promile both he is ſo mad, | 

As it the Royalty of both he had. | 

But like the Poſte that ſwiftly paſſeth by, | 

Or like the Slave that doth from bondage fly, jþ 

Or like alnimble $h4jp, that with full ſay] ; | 

Doth run her cour{: before a proſperous gale ; i 

| Or | 
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* Or like the Eagle that her Prey eſpies, 


Like Lightning, with (wift wings anto irflics ; 


So Time now (pceds to let the Y oung Man know 
That all his way and walks are a vain ſhow. 


Time and Touth. 


Time. With winged {wittneſs I do hither flic, Sens. 

To let thee know thy fatal end draws nigh. 
Like tothe Grals, or like the fading Flower, 
So withereth all thy, Glory in an hour : 
Toolate Experience now muſt teach thee this, 
Thy life a Shadow and a Vaponr is. 

I ſhall no more turn thy neglected Glaſs, 

A few ſands only now remain to pals; 1 
My whetted Sythe comes next for to be us'd, 
To let thee know, Time wil! not be abus'd. 

Youth. My Aped Father, turn thy Sythe away, 
Curt down the ripened Ears, let green ones ſtay ; 
Go where the Fields are wee, whole Ralls do bead, 
Under their burden, and there put an end 
Unto thole preſſures, but with-hold fhy hand 
From the green Blades , let immature ones ſtand. 
| am too young yet for the Sythe of Time. 

Come when my Locks ſhall be as white as thine. 

Time. Forbear, fond Youth, Time's not at thy com- 
The tender bud oft feels my cropping hand; (mand, 
Haſt thou not ofren read Elegi. ich Verlie, 
Composdto celebrate a Virgin Herle ? 


Haſt 
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1% Haſt thou not ſeen the Mother; with wet eyes, 
Sprinkle the duſt wherein her Tonng Sor lies; 


| How oft hath Death white Trephies to declare, 
18 Thoſe he leads captive forth, they young ones are ? Ed 
| I know where lies my work, advice pray {pare, | 


Where I ſhould reap, and where I ſhould forbear 
I count thy Sands, and when the Jaſt I {ce 
| Fly to its heap, thou'rt ripe enough tor me. 
| Youth. Much honour Father, lect my luit prevail, 
4 Orclook my boldnels, pardon where I tail. | 
Wi Time. How much I've honor'd been, thou know'ſt full | 
| Thy waſted Days,and reveling Nights can tell, (well, 
| \Vherein thy great contempt was ſhew'n that durſt 
Makeme a Paſtime to thy bruitiſh Luft. 
| Yer blame not me, thy Sands lo foondid pals, 
But blame thoſe Lu$fs that often Jog'd thy Glaſs. 
Youth. Yet once more Father, let thy gentle hand 
Give longer Date unto my fleeting Sand; | 
I've waſted much, what now thy bounty lends, 
['le only ſpend to make thy ſelf amends. | 
Time. - Thoſe Purpoſes, that ſudden Fear doth raiſe, 
Too often prove like to a thorny blaze. 
When ſtrugling ſtormsfrom ſtr attning Caverns rend, 
And Flame-torn Clouds, their thundring Showrs down 
When welling Floods, with angry Voice doroar, (fend, 
And ſcnd'their W racks, to beat the ſtubborn Shoar, 
How doth the Frightened Sea-man fall to pray'r 
And with large Vous, his hands to Heaven rcar, 
| Whil'ft 
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His ſpirits ſink, and his ſtout heart doth fail ; 


Youths Tragedy. 21 


Whilſt the fierce ſtroke of ev'ry raging Wave, 
Threatens to make, the ſwallowing deep his Grave : 
When as no ſooner, are his Feet on Shore, 

But hes as bad, or worlſer than before. 

So rumble down thoſe high rais'd Vows, whole Baſe 
Are not (ure founded on renewing Grace. 

Time will not truſt thee, look thy Glals is broke : 
And Death comes now, to give the Fatal ſtroke. 


Death, Nuncins, and Touth. 


Death. Tonuth,come away, for thou muſt wich me go gin - 
To the dark Regions that do lie below ; 
Come, this ſame hand muſt ſeize upon thy breath, 
And lead thee down into the ſhades of Death. 
Here 15 no dwelling for thee, but thou muſt 
Take up thy lodging with me in the Duſt ; 
And in thick Darkneſs make thy diſmal bed, 
WhiPſt crawling Worms under thy head are (pread; 
The pleaſant light no more thine Eyes ſhall ſee, 
But with Corruption thou muſt cover d be. 
Thoſe thoughts that are gone forth for to purvey 
To. Feaſt thy LuS7s in this thy youthful day ; 
And all thole pleaſing Hopes thou didft {pcheriſh, 
Of long continued Bliſs, mult this day periſh. 
Nun. Whilſt that the Tonth the King of Terronrs 
His trembling limbs a cold ſweat all bedews, (views 
His Pulſe beats quck, his gaſtly Face looks pale, 


As 
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23 | Tontbs Tragedy. | 
As when De endants from out-works are bear, 
They to their main ſtrengeh make a ſwitr retrear, 
Tar, by unjted Force, they may oppoſe 
The tierce attempts of their approaching ÞF ves : 
&9 ro the Heart, his (cattered Forces flow, 
Thar there they may keep off the fatal blow; 
Bur when thiz will nor do, a-parlcy's beat, 
And now his Encmy he begins to treat. 
T-uih. Oh Death, torbear me, bur a little while, 
Until my Veſſel 1 provide with Oyl ; 
| am nor yet prepared with a Light 
To comfort me in this ſame diſinal Night. 
Lernor my Feet onthe dark Mountains fall 
For lack of | Light to guide my ſteps withall. 
Oh, ler my naked Soul put on her Vet, 
Why ſhould [ fare like the unwelcome Gueſt ? 
[n ſtormy weather pull noe down my Tent 
Before I have a better Tenement. | | 


Oh lcr.me ſtay, that I may make a Friend, 


| For to receive me at my fonrneys end. | 


Oh Ice me truly Lzve, betore.l Dze, 
| want Proviſion for Erernitie. 

Peath. Vain Touth, already thou haſt had thy Pay, 
bur Grace was (lighted, Time was finnd away. 
Could nothing waken bur the Mid-Night Cry 
For to provide, when 'ris too [are to buy ? 2B p 
{-ita time thy Naked Soul to dreſs, 

\hen that the King is come to view his Gueſs ? 
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Haſt thou a Habitation ſtill negleQed, 

Until the hour thou com to be cjefed ? 
When thou arr Harbourleſs, and Scorms begin, 
Haſt thou a Friend to leek to take thee in ? 
Ah, carelels Soul ! how wotul is thy ftate, 

That know'ſt not how to want, orl to wait ! 
Come; come away, Iam not ſent to treat, 

Bur for to bring thee to the Tudgment Seat. 

Nun. Whilſt Death to ſtrike lifts up his Fatal hand, 
And Friends about, with helpleſs tcars do ſtand ; 
His Rowling Eyes, for aid unto them turn, 

But all in vain, Alas they can but mourn ! 
And now his quivering hands begin to catch, 
As if from Death, his mortal Dart they'd ſnatch. 

Bur like che Flame of an expiring Lamp, 

That for to ſaveic ſelf from gloomy damp, 

Seeks the exhauſted Oyl with catching light, 
Which when ic finds not, vaniſheth into Night ; 
So doth his periſhing Lite ſtrive to maintain 

Its lingring being, but tis all in Vain. 
What ſtay he gains, ſerves only to preſent 
The following Terrour which he thus doth Vene. 

Youth. How ſhall I now appear before that Face 
That rends the Rocks, and Mountains doth diſplace; 
That melts the Hills, and makes the Earth to quake ; 


| That flings down Stars, and doth the Heawens ſhake : 


That makes thoſe vaſt expanſions for to roul, 


And ſhrink themſelves together, like a ſcroul ? 
D How 
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How ſhall I ſtand before that dreadful Throne, 
From whence bright Lightnings and great Thundrings 
How ſhall my guilty Soul, endure tohear (come ? 
Thar Voice, that doth the Lofty Cedars tear, 
From which hot burning Coals, Nnd Hai]-ſtones fly | 
Witch hideous noiſe reading the troubled Sky ? 
The Channels of the Fri: htned: Deep lie bare, 

The Pillars of the Trembling World appear ! J 

Who can abide the Fierceneſs of his Ire, 
W hoſe izdgnation 5 poured out like Fire ? 

Nun. But go he muſt ; Death piercd hits tender ſide, 
And in his Hea«. blood his bright Dare he dy'd. | 
Our flies the trembling Soxl, a Guard doth hale | 
It ro that Court admitteth of no Bayle. 

Her Mitiimus is drawn, ſhe's ſent away, 
To lic in Priſon till the Judgment Day. / 
Ler's lay our ears unto the Poleful Pit, 

And hearken there what doth become of it. | 


A 
T 
The Soul and the Devil. x F 
B 


Soul. Deceitful Devil, Wilt thou now torment 
Thar Soul, thou lately flattredſt with Content ? A 
Are all choſe Promiſes thou mad'ſt of Bliſs, T 

VV 


And future Glory , are they come to this ? 
Devil. My Promiſes, vain Soul, they were miſtook, v 
I usd them but as Baitsto hide my Hook ; | (( 
My end's accompliſh'd, I the prey have caught, A1 
And now Fe ule theeas my Coptiives ought ; Tt 


With 
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VVith Chains of Darkneſs I muſt bind thee faſt, 
And in theſe Flames of Wrath I muſt thee caſt. 

Soul. O wretched Soul ! how haſt thou loſt that place 
V Vhere Saints and Angels do behold the Face 

; Of Everlaſting Glory, and do ſing 

Eternal Hallelajabs to their King : 
Upon whole Heads are Crowns of Glory worn, 
And by whole hands Triumphant Palmey are born : 
VVhoin the Byſom of dear Lowe do reſt, 
And on the pureſt Foyes for ever feaſt ; 
V Vhil'ſt with the Damned Spirits I do make 
My habitation in this Firy Lake ; 
The Flaming Pile whereof is kindled by 
The Breath of that incenſed Majefty, 
V Vhich like a ſtream of Brimſtone, where it runs, - 
All things betore it into Fire turns. 
Oh diſmal place ! where Voll:es of Outcries, 
| And hideous Howlings like to Thunder flies. 

The borrid noiſe; and dreadful bricks that came 

From the Philiſtines, when that maſly Frams, 

Bereft of both its Pillars down did fall, 

And into Death and Rain cruſht them all ; 

The frightful Roarings and the woful Cries, 

Which Sodom (ent unto the Angry Skzes, 

-, | Whilſt on their wicked heads they forth did pour 

' | (Of Fire and Brimſtone ) a conſuming ſhower ; 

Are inſtances too ſhort for to declare 


Thoſe Wailings that among the Damned are. 
"' \R#'Y Oh 
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Oh Woful State ! their Torments who can tell, 
That with Dewouring Fire for ever dwell ? 
The Wracking Wheel, on which the Bones arc broke, 
By a moſt gradua]'and deliberate ſtroke ; 
The Firy Pinchers, which. deep Wonnds.do tcar, 
That /calding Sulphur may be poured there 3 
The Stripes of Scorpions, that Jong Furrows make, 
With cutting Saws that through the Marrow rake : 
The Stingsof Dragons, and the rending Claws 
Of rav'nous Lions, for their hungry Jaws ; 
The Cauldrons that with Plumbean liquor boil, 
The Gridir ns whereon living Fleſh doth broil ; 
With thouſands of like Tortures do not bear 
Proportion to the Torments that are here : 
And yet thisis the Portion of my Soul, 
Which now is like that dreadful, bitter Roul, 


Fill'd full with Lamentations, Monrainge, Woes, 


And floods of. Wrath, which from Dire Vengeance flows. 


Horrid Refle&ions likewiſe do [ find, 

Adding great Anguiſh to my Tortur'd Mind. 
Whil'ft I conſider that for empty Toyes, 
] have for ever loſt / ubſtantial Joyes 

Aid whil'ſt I think how oft I have rejedted; 
That Counſel which to Peace my ſteps diredted : 
How oft I have extinguiſhd that ſame light 
Which Conſcience brought & guide my feet aright ; 
How all my Precious Time I vainly ſpent, 
And now no Time is left for to Repent : 


This 
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| This like a dreadtu] Worm doth ever gnaw 

Upon my Vitals with inſatiate Maw. 

Oh now that Death, which late my heart-ſtrings 

Would come and caſe me by a deeper ſtroke / (broke, 
| Oh, how I would as a ſweet Cordial rate 

That blow which ſhould this Soul Annihilate ! 

If ſuch a wiſh but granted I might have, 

I would account that hand that kid, did ſave. 

Oh, this would Mercy prove, but none remains, 

Not the leaſt drop to cool me in theſe Flames. 
; Inow mult Dying live and Living dye, 
| Scorch'din thele Flames to all Eternity. 


|  Nuncius. | 
A : SC.,LL:, 
Let us withdraw our Ears from this fad place, 


And liſten now unto the Call of Grace. 
Hark how the Angels do proclaim and ſing 
| Peace upon Earth, and Glory to that King 
Whoin the higheſt Heawens hath his Throne, 
And towards men his good will maketh known. 
See now, how many pleaſant Feet there are 
Upon our Mountains that glad tidings bear 
Of the bright Day-ſpring, Shining trom on high, 
To lighten thoſe, who in Death's ſhades do lie ; 
And todirect our wandring feet aright, 
| Out of black darkneſs, to the paths of light. 
Behold how Wiſdom lifteth up her cry 
Within our Gates, and where ſhe doth cſpy 
$ The 


Scorners, and Fools, yea (uch as long have bin 


From whole tree hand, he largely did receive 
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The thickeſt Conconrſe, and the greateſt Throng, 


Theie ſhe invites with her mellifluous Tongue, 
That all unto her Palace would repare, 
And of lerdainties rake a liberal ſhare. 
Thar Ferſran King whole Scepter gave commands | 
From Incian ſtreams, to Ethiopian ſands ; 
Before whoſe peacetul T hrone, and Crowned brow, | 
The mighty Powers of th' Orient World did bow ; 
That trom che purvey'd Elements, had ſtor'd 
With Princely dainties, his moſt Royal board, . 
And entertain'd his Nobles, with ſuch fare, 
As might his Glory, to che World declare; | 
Had no ſuch banquet, as is here ſent in, | 
From the rich Love, of Heaven,and Earth's great King: | 
That periſh'd in the uſing, but in this | 
Eternal life's ſerv'd up in every diſh, | 
Look how awak'ned Souls ſhake off the bands 
Ot dilmal Darkneſs, and the proud commands | 
Ot the Athereal Powers art Wiſdoms cry, 
And like the Doves unto her windows fly , 
Where Mercy ready ſtands, to wellcome all 
That yield obedience to her blefled Call : 


Bewilder'd in the crooked Ways of Sin, 

It they return, Mercy will them embrace 

In tender Arms, of Everlaſting Grace. | 
Th ungrateful Son that did his Father leave, 
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' A liberal portion, which he vainly ſpenc 
On {winiſh Laſts, and ſordid merriment, 
And wander'd far ; until for want of bread 
The Swine he kept, and with the Swine he ted : 
| No ſooner did this hungry Prodigal, 
' From wandring ſteps, his weary feet recall, 
' And trom the barren Waſte, doth bend his courle 
Unto his Father's houſe, with true Remorle, 
Bur like the golden Beams of dawning light 
Unto the Watchman, tird with ſtormy night, 
| Which do nofooner from the Orient dart, 
| But they are wellcomd, with a cheartu] heart, 
So 1s the fight of this returning Son, 
Whoſe Father, to him, yer far off, doth run ; 
Embrageth, kiſſerh, cloatheth with the beſt, 
Andentertains him. with a joytul Feaſt. 
Only preſume not, but without delay 
Clole with the voice of Wiſdom, now to day : 
Though it's a truth, that always here bears date, | 
That true Repentance, never comes too late 3 
Yet thou wilt find it, upon ſerious view, 
That Late Repentance, ſeldom proveth true. 
But grant it real prove, how great a time 
Is ipent in eating Husks, and feeding Swine 3 
In which thy empty Soul might have been ted 
| With Angels Food, and with the Childrens bread ? 
How long a bondage doſt thou undergo, 


VVorte than the Slave, that doth in Gally row ? 
\ Or 
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30 Youths Tragedy. 
Or his, whom Caphtor's ſons in chains did bind, 
Thruſt in a Mill, with Eyes thruſt our, co grind. 
\W hom Satan, at his will doth captive lead, 
And every ſordid Juſt doth on thee tread ; 
That might long fince,{ſuch Freedom have polleſt, 
As dorh the Denizons of Heaven inveſt : 
How art*thou doing that, which if once won 
To Paths of lite, with tears muſt be undone ; 
Waſting that Time which might fit many a Gem 
\Wirh polliſh'd Luſtre, for thy Diadem. 

Then gird thy Morning loins, ro ſpend thy days 
In working here, tor thy Creator's praiſe, 
Who with propitious Eye, will have regard 
Unto thy pains to give a full reward. 


The Epilogue. 


The end, is endleſs, Wifdoms ways in Bliſs, 
The Paths of Folly, in the great A-byſs, 
Wherein Grace-ſlighting Touth, ingulft remaing, 
To ſpend an endleſs Now, in Direful flames : 
Be caution'd then, For he that will not take 
Example naw, ſhall an Example make. 
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